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One 


Disclaimer: I'm lying, it didn't happen. Please don't sue. 


+++ 


As carefully as he could, Kent lifted the thin, shaking woman from the tarmac that ran the length of the diner 
parking lot. 


Thankfully, the rest of the guys were still inside. 


They'd stepped off the bus at a greasy spoon somewhere off the highway and the rest of the band headed 


inside for some food. He'd trailed behind and a small whimpering sound had come to his ears. 


He'd traced it to the side of the building and, after his initial shock, he reached for her. She flinched away 
when he tried to touch her. 


His first thought was to get her on the bus where it was warm. It was the middle of January and Midwest 
winters could be harsh. 


She cried out when he stepped into the light that flooded the doorway of the bus, clinging tightly to him and 
glancing around with wild, frightened eyes the color of the deepest Caribbean seas. 


"Shh, it's okay." He moved swiftly through the bus to the sitting area in the back. He placed her carefully on 
the leather sofa and pulled the curtains shut. 


Kent dropped to his knees on the floor and leaned over her. 

There were suspicious stains on her that looked a lot like blood and her clothes were torn, especially the 
waistband of her jeans. 

"What's your name, sweetheart?" He smoothed away a strand of hair from her face. 

She bit her lip, looking undecided as to whether she should utter the words. 

His eyes softened a little more. "I won't hurt you." 

She opened her mouth to speak, but it took a moment for the shaky whisper to come out. "Montana" 


He flashed her his warmest smile. "That's a pretty name. Montana, can you remember what happened to you?" 


Her eyes welled up with tears and violent shivers overtook her small frame. She wrapped her arms around 


herself and curled up into a tight ball, tears streaming from her tightly shut eyes. 
He prayed to God it wasn't what he thought. 
"Montana?" 


Her eyes jerked open and the look in them was so filled with torment, it made his stomach roll with nausea. "He 


made me.." She curled into herself a little more. "I couldn't stop him-" 


"Shh." His hand moved slowly across the expanse of leather, seeking hers. He curled his fingers around hers 


and stroked the top of her small hand with his thumb. 
He wasn't sure what to do but he knew he had to comfort her somehow, if that were possible. 


Despite the roaring in his ears and the sound of her voice repeating what she'd said in his head, he could hear 


the guys boarding the bus. 


"l'Il be right back" He moved to stand, but her hand held tightly to his, refusing to relinquish it. "I promise, 
you'll be safe." 


Reluctantly, she loosed him and he headed for the front of the bus. 


"Shit, man, what happened to you?" 


His eyes shot to Bill's face, then he looked where Bill was looking. His white t-shirt was spotted with blood, 
Montana's blood. 


‘Its a long story." He sat at the little booth they used for eating and band discussions and quickly laid out the 
whole story, voicing his thought that she was raped. 


"Holy hell, Burnham! You brought her on the bus?!" 


Kent glared at the band's lead singer. "Would you rather have left her bleeding on the side of the road? And 


lower your frickin’ voice, Flood. You'll scare her, asshole." 
"Sit down, Tommy." Terry, the guitarist, said pointing to the seat. 


The singer sat, resigned but not defeated. "This is gonna come back on us. We should've called the cops back at 


the diner." 

It was then Kent realized that James, their driver, had already driven off, not realizing anything was amiss. 
"Look, our next stop is Green Bay. I'll talk to her and see if | can convince her to go to the police. For now, l'm 
going to go check on her." He stood. "Terry, gimme a minute, then bring my bag back so | can get her some 
clean clothes." 

He nodded and Kent headed back. 

She was still curled up on the couch and he thought she was asleep until she sobbed loudly. 


He approached slowly and sat beside her, afraid to touch her, afraid not to. 


She sat up slowly, wincing as the seat took her full weight. "I'm sorry to be a burden," she murmured, her 


voice thick with tears, her eyes wary. 
He made a mental note to ream Tommy later. 


"Hey, no, you're not a burden" He carefully took her hand. He could see a bruise forming on the inside of her 


wrist in the shape of a thumb print. 


Tommy appeared in the doorway, with Kent's black duffel in his hand, and as soon as Montana caught sight of 
his, she shrieked and dove into Kent's lap, clinging to him for dear life. 


"Shit, Tom, give a warning, eh?" 


He looked apologetic. "Sorry." He handed Kent his bag. "About earlier, too." 


Kent nodded and waited until he left before he attempted to pull her face from where she'd buried it in his 


neck. 

"Is okay, sweetheart. No one's gonna hurt you here." 
She peeked out, her eyes huge. 

"Would you like some clean clothes?" 


She sized him up, obviously looking for any ill-intent and when she found none she nodded slowly, disentangling 
herself from him and sitting on the couch with her knees pulled up to her chest. 


Kent leaned forward and dug through his bag. He produced a pair of black sweat pants that he was sure she 
would have to roll up and a red t-shirt that would dwarf her. 


He handed them to her and she clutched them to herself. 
"There's a shower on the bus." 

She chewed her lip nervously. 

‘| can stand guard outside the door." 

She nodded and allowed him to show her the way. 


He knew he stood there by the door for at least forty-five minutes before she tentatively poked her head 


out. 


He was right. She swam in the clothes, but they were clean and warm and would do until they stopped in the 


next city. 


The guys were all laughing and talking at the front of the bus and she looked afraid to move when she heard 
them. 


Kent gave her a reassuring smile and led her back to the lounge. 


He promised himself he would talk to her about going to the cops in the morning, when she was more 


comfortable. 


Two 


Discalimer - l'm lying, it didn't happen. Please don’t sue. 


Kent's attempt to get her to tell the cops about what happened didn't go well. She huddled up in one corner of 
his bunk and refused to come out until he agreed that she didn't have to. 


Getting her to sleep the night before had been enough of a battle. 
Terry gave up his bunk so Kent could sleep directly across from her. He had to leave the curtains covering 
both bunks open so he was in view and he didn't fall asleep until she did After an hour or so, she began 


tossing and turning, whimpering in her sleep. 


Bill's head poked out of the curtain below her a few minutes later and he said he was going to join Terry in the 


lounge, claiming he could get more sleep on the other couch. 
Kent had apologized but Bill shrugged it off and grabbed his bed clothes. 

Needless to say, it had been a long night for him. 

Chris Ellis, the band's manager, had boarded the bus with the sunrise, informing them that they had arrived, 
and was unfazed to find a strange woman aboard. They'd each entertained their fair share of groupies, and he 
was usually left to usher them off the bus. 

His surprise came when Kent told him how they happened onto her. 

He'd insisted they get her to the nearest police station, but she showed her displeasure quite obviously. 
‘Here, man," Bill murmured, handing him two Styrofoam cups of coffee. 

Kent took them gratefully and sought out Montana, who hadn't left his burk yet 

She was staring blankly into space when he walked up. 

"Montana? You okay, sweetheart?" 


She nodded, but there were tears streaming down her face when she turned to look at him. 


"Coffee?" 


Tucking one strand of honey-colored hair behind her ear, she nodded slowly and took one of the cups, sipping it 


carefully. 


Kent reached out, aware of the tension in her, the almost tangible fear, and swiped the tears from her cheeks 


with his fingers. "Will you come out?" 

She chewed on her lip for a moment then scooted toward the edge of the bunk. He helped her down, escorting 
her to the front of the bus where he pulled some warm breakfast tarts from the white paper sack Bill left 
for them. 

Kent sent them out, giving a protesting Bill the order to get her something to wear. She was cute as could be 
in his oversized clothes, but he needed to be practical. There was a foot of snow on the ground and she was 
barefoot without a coat. 

"Hungry?" He dropped himself into the other side of the booth, making her jump. "Sorry." He slid a couple of 
the pastries her way, taking one for himself. "Not sure how it's gonna taste.." he mumbled, well aware of the 


strange food one encountered while on the road. 


She nibbled carefully. "It's good," she said quietly, her mouth curling a little shyly, but the smile not making it 


to her eyes 
Kent grinned broadly. "That's a pretty smile you got there.” 

She lowered her eyes and blushed a deep crimson 

They ate their breakfast and before long, the guys had returned, filing onto the bus. 
"Here you go, kiddo," Bill said dropping a shopping bag onto the table in front of her. 


She gasped and scooted closer to Kent, clutching his hand and staring at Bill with wide, fearful sky-colored 


eyes. 


Bill sighed loudly, shaking his head and making his below-shoulder-length black hair shift. He shrugged and 
moved toward the back of the bus. 


Chris was trailing behind the rest of the band and he flashed Montana a smile as he took a seat across from 


Kent. 


"James is taking you guys straight to the hotel. The gig is at six, sound-check at four-thirty. You have exactly 
four hours to find a baby-sitter." 


Kent gave him a dark look. There was no reason for him to talk about her like she wasn't even there. "I'll 


handle it." 

After Montana was dressed, they headed into the hotel. 

Chris was checking them in and getting their keys. Kent snatched his up and headed for the elevators. Once on 
his floor, he found the right room and unlocked the door. 


"Are you going to leave me here?" she asked quietly after he tossed his bag onto one of the beds. 


He frowned thoughtfully. "I don't know. | haven't really thought that far ahead. | could put you with Chris in the 


dressing room while we're on stage." 
Her eyes widened and she bit her lip, trembling. 


He immediately felt bad for even suggesting it. "Okay, bad idea" He thought for a minute then grabbed the 
phone. He dialed the front desk and had them direct his call to Chris! room. 


"Chris, could you have someone send Kira to my room.’ 
"Kira? From wardrobe?" He could hear Chris‘ confusion through the line. 
"That's her." He finished with Chris and laid the phone in its cradle. 


He'd gotten them settled in the room by the time someone knocked on the door. Montana was in the shower, 


so he didn't hesitate to open it. 

"You sent for me?" 

Kent smiled down at the little redhead. "I need a big favor." 

He invited her in, quietly explaining everything that happened. "Could you stay with her while we're on? She 
doesn't want anyone near her. Not the guys, not Chris, no men at all.” 

Deep green eyes studied him for a moment. "Why you, though?" 


He shrugged, confused by her action as well. "I think it's because l'm the one who helped her." 


Montana came out, dressed but damp from her shower, glancing at Kira shyly as she sat on the other bed. 


Kira stood, moving slowly toward her as Kent gave her a reassuring smile. 
‘Montana, my name's Kira" She held out her hand, waiting until the girl shook it. "How old are you, sweetie?" 
Montana blinked at her a moment. "Eighteen" 


"That's perfect. Kent asked me to put you on my crew. You ever been backstage at a concert?" 


Kent made a sound of protest but Kira stopped him with a look 
She shook her head, rustling the long, straight strands of her hair. 


"Get ready for some fun. We get to dress these guys up" Kira talked with Montana for a while, helping to put 
her at ease, then headed for the door. 


Kent stopped her in the hallway. "What are you doing?" 


"She doesn't need a babysitter, Kent. She needs support. She isn't a child, but she's had something really 


horrible happen to her and she needs to feel safe." Kira lowered her eyes. "In control of her life." 


He nodded. "| understand." 


